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The Falling Stone 


A light kiss on the forehead woke Brian up, his blonde hair spread on the purple pillow under his heavy head. 
When he blinked he saw the face of his girlfriend, Anna, only wearing a waistcoat, smiling at him. She kissed 
him quickly before slipping down beside him and snuggle against his chest. 


"How long did | sleep?" he asked in a sleepy voice. 
"Almost a whole day. Its ten in the morning and you went to bed at noon yesterday, saying you would have a 


nap. 


"You should have woken me..." 


He passed his hand gently on his face wet with sweat. He clenched his fist before to relax and play with his 
knuckles. Each movement tore him a grimace of pain. He put his hand on his stomach and realized he was 
naked. He raised his head without straightening and frowned. All his clothes were rolled into a ball at the end of 
the bed. 


"Why am | naked?" 
"You know, when you sleep at this point, I'm bored .." Anna replied with her Swedish accent and playful look. 


Brian showed an amused smile. He sat up awkwardly on his right flank and faced his girlfriend. They remained 


long without a word. Brian was the first to break the silence. 
"| always knew you were actually perverse..” 


He lunged to kiss her and laid her on her back He removed cleverly Anna's fur vest and threw it behind him 
randomly. He slipped a hand into her long blond hair while caressing her body. His lips slid down his neck before 
going down to her breasts. Anna let out a soft moan that made Brian smile. He put a little more passion in his 
caresses and kisses, accelerating their breaths. The young man's hand slipped hastily into the crotch of Anna 
when a violent knock sounded against the window. They blenched and turned their heads simultaneously toward 


the noise source. The annoyed face of Frank Thorogood, their new mason, appeared behind the glass. 


"Mr Jones, | have to show you the progress of the work" 
"Fuck, can't it wait?" 


"Order of the boss. And we can not continue if you do not review what has been done so far." 
Anna looked at Brian quizzically. Brian looked up to heaven and swore before grumbling: 
"l'm coming." 


He kissed his girlfriend on the forehead and retrieved his clothes. He dressed himself in hopping on one foot to 
put on his pants with yellow and red stripes. He quickly put his loose shirt before going out. He crossed his 
living room decorated with several musical instruments, including his favourite guitar and his sitar. He noticed 
that the room was a mess and said he would clean it later. He paused for a moment before his low table on 
which one of his pots of pills was overturned next to an empty bottle of whiskey. He grabbed four pills and 
absorbed two of them immediately before putting the others in his pocket and continued his way to the porch 
leading to the garden where the work took place for some time. He descended the marble steps and came face 


to face with Frank. 


"| hope it's important. I've got some other things to do." 

"Sorry, Mr Jones." 

"Frank, | told you that you could call me Brian, it's not complicated” 

‘Sorry. The work is not completed yet but we need to know if you like what we did or not before undertaking 
anything.” 


"Good. Show me." 


Frank kindly put his hand on Brian's back, who was still smaller than him, and dragged him to the wall they had 
begun to build in the garden. While he showed him the state of the work, Brian's face remained impassive. He 


was focused on every detail of the wall, position, color, width, length. 


"So?" 


"| don't like it" 


Frank stiffened and waddled nervously from one foot to the other. Meanwhile, Anna watched the scene from 


the upstairs window, arms crossed. The wall did not seem to please her either. 


‘Its simple", Brian began, "I don't like to see it here. Knowing that we will install some statues there, and we will 
surely create another path towards the pool, | don't want that wall to be there." 

"Well. I'm going to tell the guys to destroy it” 

"You won't tell them anything.” 


The buildar raised his eyebrows. 


"Why not?" 


"Follow me, Frank." 


Brian and Frank went around the house and went down to the edge of the large inground pool. They both walked 
around it. Brian went slowly toward the statue, facing the clear water of the pool. He scratched with the tip of 
the nail the foam that began to settle on the front of the stone child. 


"Are you determined to give me a reason to say anything to the masons or not, Brian?" 


"Sit with me on the bench." 


Frank walked past the pool and sat on plain wooden bench facing the cherub, as opposed to where Brian was 
standing. Brian joined him at the same time and sat beside him. While the mason in his forties sat 
uncomfortably, the young man stretched his legs farther before him, resting his arms on the back of the 
bench. He raised his chin and closed his eyes with a smile, leaving some sun rays illuminate his tired face 


through the foliage of trees. 


"Nothing's fine, Frank" 

"What?" 

"This is the fourth time you ask me my opinion on what you've built. Each time, we had to destroy the wall 
and rebuild it, and it's still not good." 

"What am | supposed to understand?" 

"Well you're not so effective as that. | think you should drop the history of the wall and find another site." 


Frank stood up with a bound. 


"You're firing me?!" 

"Yeah, but not as violently as the term means." 

"My boss doesn't want me to work anywhere else but here! He says I've changed since | met you." 
"Tell him to fuck off. You can still reorient, you know. Chuck everything, do another job." 


"Brian, l'm fourty. Not twenty-seven like you. This is my whole career. I've never done anything else." 


Brian sighed. He raised his head and cleared his throat. 


Seriously, Frank. You don't know how to enjoy life.” 

Is you who tells me that? Its been a month since you got yourself kicked out of your band, and you're not 
fucking doing anything else than doing drugs all day long!" 

"At least we spend unforgettable moments with Anna, unless a half bald mason in his forties bothers us in full 


operation" Brian added with a grin. 


A long silence followed. As his eyes were wandering, Brian distinguished details of his garden which he had 
never seen before. For instance, he had never noticed that from the bench, the house seemed huge and 
majestic, the pool seemed twice as long, and near the wooden garden table, there were a few young white 
flowers that were growing. He touched his pocket instinctively and pulled out the two pills he had found in the 


living room a few moments earlier. He handed them to Frank. 


"You should" 
"That's why my boss doesn't trust me anymore." 


"| don't care. Relax." 
Frank grabbed the two pills he hastily threw in his throat. He took a deep breath and stretched his legs. 


"So that means we won't meet again?" 

"| don't know" Brian admitted. 

"What are your plans?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"With the wall, the music.. What are your plans?" 

"For the wall, I'll to find another builder. For music, | still have no idea | composed a few tracks, but they're 
not good. Even though | still often listen to my recordings and | still play the guitar, | do not want to revive me 
for now." 

"You should." 

"I feel not good enough for that. This was my group, | brought them up. And they kicked me out. | still 
remember the afternoons we spent in London near the business district with Mick, Keith, and Joan, Mick's 
former girlfriend that | liked a lot at the time." 

"What was she like?" 

"She was the only girl who wasn't really womanish that pleased me. She had black hair and grey eyes. She 
listened to rock'n'roll a lot and shagged with everybody at the time" he laughed. "She dated Mick, suddenly. It 
was serious between them. But Mick cheated on her and he left her not so long after." 

"It wasn't that serious, then" 


Brian stared thoughtfully at his feet, resting on the heels on the tiles bordering the pool. All that time he 
spent with them, all the beers they had emptied.. This would never occur again. Mick had definitely decided to 
cut all ties, and Keith never came to visit him. Frank looked at him, a joyless smile drawn on the face and 


knocked on his own thighs with the palms of his hands. 


"Well, I'll go and tell the guys to pack everything.” 
"Sorry | bothered you, Frank." 


"Nah, you didn't bother me. Thanks for the pills." 


The young man blinked as a "you're welcome." The mason stood up, and Brian imitated him softly. He shuffled 
to the porch of his house and briefly greeted Frank before returning inside. He ran again in the lounge, where 
this time he took a joint and lit it with the lighter that was lying in his back pocket. He climbed the stairs two 
by two leading upstairs. He stood behind the window where Anna was before they moved away in the garden, 
Frank and him. He watched the team grumbling and destroying the brick wall. Brian swallowed several 
successive puffs of smoke before blowing it simultaneously through the nose and mouth. A hand landed on his 


shoulder, which startled him. 


‘Oh it's you, Anna. | didn't hear you coming.” 

"What did you tell them?" 

‘| said that their wall wasn't good at all, and that as it was the fourth time it was the same result, | fired 
Frank." 

"How will we do to renovate the farm now?" 


"We will manage to find someone else. It only proves that Frank and his team are not effective." 


Anna slowly nodded and watched the builders hit the wall with their hammers. Her hand slipped under Brian's 
shirt, but he stopped her. 


‘lm sorry, Anna. l'm not really in the mood" 


He turned around and walked toward the bathroom. He sighed, breathed a little smoke and cast a glance at his 
reflection in the mirror. In a very short time, it seemed like he had aged several years. He always had these 
bags under his eyes, but now they were more pronounced. His hair had grown, but it did not look like the 
pretty and famous bowl cut he wore during his career with his band anymore. When he smiled, the wrinkles on 
his face were more numerous. He did not seem to be twenty-seven He even seemed like he was thirty-seven 
He blew the smoke he had swallowed and put his joint on the edge of the sink before refreshing his face with 
water. He dried his hands on his blue towel with a "B" clumsily sewn into the left corner. He resumed his spliff 
and left to join Anna in the lounge. She was lying on one of the sofas, naked, reading a magazine. Brian placed a 
kiss on her forehead and sat in front of her. He grabbed his small tape recorder placed under the coffee table 
and placed it on his lap. He rewound the tape and played it. A track recorded with his band. He couldn't stand 
hearing this song again; he pulled the coil and unrolled the tape. Anna looked up, sighed and sat down. 


"Brian, you're destroying the tape." 
"Fine! I'm tired of this shit." 
"You must learn to leave without your band! You're not going to live eternally in your denial and your shame!" 


"That was me, Anna. THAT WAS ME" 


Their conversation was interrupted by the shrill ringing of the phone. Seeing that Brian did not move, the 


young woman reached it, picked up the phone and pressed it against her ear. 


"Anna Wohlin Jones" 


Brian looked up and smiled. It was the first time Anna used the name of her boyfriend with hers. As if she 


was his wife. He was roused from his reverie by Anna's laughter, meaning that it was a friend who was calling. 


".. having dinner at home tonight? Brian, does it bothers you?" 


Brian nodded as a response while his damaged fingers were still unrolling the tape. 


"Okay! See you tonight!" Anna smiled. "It was Janet. She wanted to hear some news from us, so | suggested she 
could come for dinner tonight. A sort of small party will be good for you." 
"You're right. Frank changed the water of the pool, we'll be able to have a midnight swim." 


Anna giggled and laid down again with her magazine in her hands. Brian, meanwhile, stood up and walked over to 
the shelf where he kept all his tapes and records. He took one randomly and returned to his place. He settled 
on the tape and pressed the play button. The two coils began to turn into a sizzling before the music started. 
Experimental music. A record that he made during their stay in Morocco. He dropped his head back and 
listened to the music carefully. Not one single note escaped him. Not one sound. His left hand beat the rhythm 
while his right hand imitated the pinch of the strings of a sitar. After a few minutes, he reached out to the 
coffee table and retrieved the pills he swallowed abruptly. Anna sighed. 


“Brian, enough!" 


She sat up and grabbed the pot of pills but the young man's hand firmly closed around her wrist. She shyly 
looked up and met Brian's eyes. Her blood ran cold. He was terrifying. His mouth was slightly open, his eyes 
were half-closed and his eyebrows furrowed. 


"Don't. Touch. This." he articulated with a trembling voice. 
Anna gave up and waved brutally her wrist to release it from the grip of Brian 
"You disgust me when you're in such a state!" 


She rose with energy and left the room, rolling hips. Actually, Brian did not even listen to her. He did not even 
understand a word. All he could see was an explosion of shapes and colors. He felt light, as if he was floating. 
As if he was flying. He tried to sit up but he fell heavily on decorative cushions scattered on the floor. He 
pushed on one knee, clung to the arm of the couch and pushed on his legs. He finally stood up and tried to put 
one foot before the other. Losing balance again, he hit the floor violently. His strength being consumed by the 
effects of the drugs, he did not move and stayed on the floor. He stared at his electric guitar nailed to the 
wall in front of him with a certain intensity. His Teardrop Vox. The whole world knew him thanks to this guitar. 
Thanks to its peculiar shape. Why did he act like a fool? Why did he take too many drugs just like he had just 
done? His dangerous games got him kicked out of his own band. He had spoiled the good relationships he had 
with his old mates. He had the impression that he was wasting his life. "As if it wasn't wasted enough..." 

He closed his eyes and remembered all the good times he spent during the past few years. The afternoons he 
spent with Mick, Jean and Keith near the business district in London, where he always hid a bag full of beers 


in the same bush; when he often squabbled like a child with Keith whereas he was already twenty. When he 
ogled Jean, who desired nobody aside from Mick; when he had to pick his girlfriend at the conservatory before 
bringing her at his flat for getting laid until they couldn't stay awake. Then, they passed many auditions, but all 
they did was playing covers. They travelled the world. He met Anita. He met Suki. He moved in Cotchford Farm. 
He met Anna. He played the saxophone on a track by The Beatles, he played on two other tracks. He worked 
with Jimi Hendrix and Jimmy Page. And then, the breakup. When Keith, Mick and Charlie came to the farm, 
announcing that he was fired. The freefall. The black hole. Nothingness. 


Part Two 
"Brian? Brian!" 


He opened his eyes with difficulty to see Anna, a worried expression on her face, shaking him. Actually, By dint 
of thinking too much, he had fallen asleep. His cheek was covered with dust. At least, the effects of the drugs 
receded. He sat up quite easily, only with a light headache hitting his brain 


"| prepared the table outside, | sunbathed for a bit and when | got back you were motionless on the floor!" 
"Relax, | only fell asleep. It's not an alcoholic coma. What time is it?" 

‘It's five in the afternoon. Janet will arrive in an hour, we must clean this room. Come on, get up, I'm going to 
prepare you a cup of tea" 


"Give me my inhaler, instead." 


Anna stood up and picked up the small white object hidden behind a pile of records. She handed it to Brian, who 
took it and put it inside his mouth. He pushed it and took deep breaths before standing up. When he was 
standing on his feet, his dizziness had disappeared and he felt heavier. He stretched and walked on the way to 
the bathroom; he felt dirty and needed to take a shower before Janet comes. He staggered a bit before 
entering the huge bedroom, where he undressed and entered the bathtub. He pulled the curtain and let the 
warm water flow on his face and his body that gained so much weight. He was not fat, only a bit chubby. He 
took his lavender soap that he rubbed on every piece of his skin. After he rinsed, he pulled his blue towel out 
of the pile of clothes and towels strewing the floor and dried himself. He took blue underpants laid on a shelf 
and he put them on before going to his bedroom to look for clean clothes. He chose a pair of black trousers 
and his good old black and white striped pullover. He dried his golden hair and quickly combed it before going 
downstairs and meet Anna in the kitchen. 

The young woman was silently cooking in the small kitchen. Brian came to her and offered to help. He brought 
three plates to the table outside, already covered by a multicoloured tablecloth. Then, he brought the cutlery 
and the glasses. Anna's food was ready. She came to Brian, wrapped him with her arms and rested her chin on 


his shoulder. 


"My love, promise me you'll take nothing tonight. No pills. No joint. Only cigarettes and perhaps a glass of 
whiskey.” 


"| promise, Anna. It's time for me to be clean" 
P 


Anna had a bright smile and also was surprised to see that Brian was grinning too. They tenderly kissed and 
went to the living-room to tidy it up. Once everything was clean, they sat on the most comfortable couch and 


cuddled, waiting for Janet. 


"Did Frank say you goodbye?" Anna asked. 
"No. | think that he and the team packed all the stuff and ran away from here." 
"That's not important. We'll find better builders next time. We can write an ad in the local newspaper!" 


"And then, hysterical fans will find our address. We'd better not." 
"Yeah, | guess you're right." 


Anna rested her head on her beloved boyfriend's shoulder. The bell rang. The young woman was about to stand 
up when Brian stopped her, with a smile. He walked to the door and opened it. Janet was on the doorstep, a 
huge smile on her face. She had pretty long and brown hair, resting on her breasts. She had pale skin, and 
sometimes she wore dresses that were too tight. Brian greeted her and let her in She removed her coat that 
Brian took and put on the hanger. 


"IFs so nice to see you, Brian! What's up?" 

"Oh, you know, the routine sets." 

"l'm sorry for what happened to you. But don't worry, it'll get better!" 
"| hope it will. Anna's in the living-room. | think we'll have a short drink" 
"With pleasure!" 


Janet followed her host to the living-room and admired the decoration on her way. 


"Your decoration changed a lot! It's wonderful and quite relaxing!” 


"Oh, they are only things | brought back from some of my trips. Nothing's that amazing." 
They arrived to the lounge and Anna ran toward Janet and hugged her, giggling. 


"Jan, it's been a while! Please sit up!" 

‘lm going to prepare some drinks" Brian announced. "What will you have?" 
"Can | have a glass of whiskey, please?" Janet asked. 

‘Sure. What will you have, Anna honey?" 


"lll have the same. Don't exaggerate with the doses!" 


Brian nodded and turned around. Once he reached the kitchen, he found a circular tray, the same tray he used 
when Mick, Keith and Charlie came to announce him he was fired. He stared at the tray with sadness in his 
eyes before taking three clean glasses that were in the sink. He turned to the closet where Anna put all the 
bottles. He took the bottle of Long John in front of him and poured the whiskey into the three glasses. He 
placed them on the tray and opened the drawer where he could find some biscuits. He chose some that were 
salted and put them next to the glasses. He left the kitchen, the tray between his hand and reached the living- 


room. The two women were sprawled on the couch and sat up when they saw Brian coming. They welcomed 


him with a smile. He gave them their glasses. Then, he sat on the floor, next to the low table, on the Indian 


rug. 


"Won't you sit with us, darling?" 

"No, thanks, women first" he said sarcastically. 
“There's the other couch if you prefer." 

"No, thank you, I'm fine here." 

"Let me get you a stool!" 


"No, no, please, | swear | like sitting here. If I'm not comfortable I'll sit on the couch." 


Anna shrugged and conceded. She hit her glass against Janet's and drank. Curiously, Brian had not even touched 
his glass yet. He was looking down and was too busy trying to rip a piece of his thumb nail that bothered him. 
The two women did not notice him and started a huge conversation about the decoration Janet admired the 
Indian cushions and the coloured rugs placed everywhere in the farm, the old walls to which Brian's 


instruments were nailed, the blankets with zebra patterns. 
" Brian?" 
He looked up to Anna and Janet, who were staring at him. 


"I was telling Janet that you used all the instruments that are in the room." 

"Oh, yeah, yeah. Indeed" 

"Why don't you play something?" Janet suggested, pointing her finger to a random instrument. "Like this 
strange instrument right there." 

"This is a sitar. | don't know if | really want to.” 


"Come on, Brian, you're alone on your cloud!" 


Reluctantly, he stood up and took a solid stool he placed under the sitar. He climbed on it to reach the 
instrument, covered by dust. He gently took it from its hook; the instrument seemed happy to be touched 
again, as some strings started to make sounds. Brian came back to where he was sitting, took a cushion and 


placed it next to his right thigh. He put the huge body of the sitar on it, and held the neck with his left hand. 


His right wrist moved to tune the strings. 


"What an enormous instrument! It's almost the same height as you!" 


‘Its not usual, for sure." Brian replied with an embarrassed smile. 

Once the twenty strings were tuned, he thought about what song he could play. The first track that came to 
his mind was Paint It Black, and he started to play it without paying attention to the worried look of Anna. She 
abruptly stood up and took the sitar from Brian's hands. 


"Enough!" 


She reached the wall where she put the instrument on its hook. Brian was looking at her, without understanding 


her reaction. 


"What's wrong?" 
"No music tonight if the only things you can play hurt you." 


Her boyfriend sighed and kept trying to rip off the bothering piece of thumb nail while Anna and Janet were 
talking again. Brian stood up and rushed to the kitchen His hands were shaking and his head started to be 
painful. He needed pills. He searched for his pot of pills in the whole kitchen, in every drawer, every shelf, 
every closet. He knew Anna hid them somewhere, in that room. He violently threw away all he could see next 
to the sink. Nothing. Suddenly, he remembered that he promised Anna not to take anything else than cigarettes 
and whiskey. He sat on the dark tiles, pressing his back against the doors of a closet. He needed to relax. He 
was sobbing, burying his face into his palms. He closed his eyes and breathed slowly. He could not hear 
anything coming from the living-room, maybe Janet and Anna went out to bathe in the weaker sunlight. His 
eyes opened and found the clock: it was six and a half. His hands stopped shaking, but his headache was still 
there. He stayed on the tiles a few minutes before standing up and eventually drink his glass of whiskey in the 
living-room. As he expected, Anna and Janet were gone. He emptied his glass in one shot before going out in 
the garden. He could see them sitting on the wooden deck chairs next to the pool, chatting. He joined them, but 
halfway, he could hear a piece of their conversation. He stopped and instinctively hid behind a tree. 


‘I'm really worried about Brian, Jan. He changed. He can't spend one single day without being stoned or drunk. He 
already was like that, but not at that point.” 

"You know how much it affected him! Being kicked out of his own band by his own musicians, it's not easy to 
live. He'll get better, you should let him rebuild himself. He just needs some time. Why don't you suggest him 
to found a new band?" 

"He already thought about it by himself. But he's stubborn. For him, it's the Rolling Stones or nothing.’ 

Brian's stronger than you think, Anna. Don't worry; he'll get through all this.” 

"Everything was way better until he hired that damn mason. At first, he just couldn't stand him. Then he 
became his drug partner" 


"And you, did you stop?" 
Anna hesitated in a long silence. 


"No." 

"How can you expect him to stop when you can't yourself?" 

| can't stand this situation! | can't stand Brian anymore! | love him and | know that, but he's acting like a fool. 
Its the only way | found to bear the pressure." 

"And does he know it?" 

"Of course not. | hid my pockets of marijuana too well” 

"In an unexpected place, uh?" 


"In the bottom of my shoes!" 


Brian's eyes widened. Anna harrassed him so he could stop doing drugs, but she was doing too! He turned 


around and ran until he reached the house. He crossed all the rooms of the farm, and rushed to their 


bedroom, where Anna kept her shoes. He knelt down and took all the pumps he found and shook them; in every 
shoe there was a plastic pocket full of many substances. Cocaine, heroin, cannabis. He also found some pills 


hidden in some of them. He gathered the pockets in a pile, next to his knees. It was like a treasure. 
"Fuck." 


Suddenly, a door banged downstairs. He blenched and hid all the pockets in Anna's shoes, placing them like they 

were before. He stood in a bound and tried to find a reason why he was in the bedroom. He reached the small 

table next to the bed and opened the drawer. His hands were clammy and his headache was even stronger. The 
door cracked behind him. 


"Brian, | was searching for you in the whole house! What are you doing here?" 


He caught the first item he found. His inhaler. He turned around a bit, shaking it in his hand, an embarrassed 
smile on his face. 


"My inhaler. | was looking for my inhaler." 

"There's one downstairs, you used it just before Janet arrived!" 
"| didn't find it, so | came to find this one." 

"Okay. The dinner is ready. Quick, don't keep Janet waiting." 


"Of course not." 


He put the inhaler inside his mouth and pressed it with a smile, taking deep breaths of it. Anna looked up 
before leaving. Brian sighed. He threw the inhaler on the bed, closing the drawer and went downstairs. Janet and 
Anna were sitting around the table on the terrace. The food was placed in the middle of the table; it was a 
typical Swedish meal: mince meat. He sat down with them, getting closer to the table. 


"Your tablecloth is really beautifull" 
"Its Brian who bought it", Anna smiled. "He has wonderful tastes for that." 


A bit embarrassed, he smiled. He took the ladies' plates and served them meat; then, he filled his plate with 
meat too. Anna brought a jug of white wine. They silently ate the delicious food Anna cooked. The only sounds 
they could hear were the forks hitting the plates, the birds singing and sometimes the wind blowing in the 
trees. Anna poured some white wine in the glasses; only Brian refused. Quite surprised, the beautiful Swedish 


girl said: 


"Are you sick, darling?" 

"| have a headache." 

"Take a pill, the pot's on the shelf where you put your tapes, in the living-room." 
"| emptied it yestersday." 

"Ah. Well, you'll go to bed earlier then And tomorrow you'll go to the doctor." 
"Its only a headache." 


"You always have a headache, Brian You always complain about it. Tomorrow, you'll go to the doctor, period." 


"Yes, mum" he replied sarcastically. 
P Y 


They spent their whole time chatting about everything and nothing. Brian even took part to the conversation. "l 
had forgotten what it was to spend an evening without being drunk or stoned" he thought. He promised himself 
he would do his best to change. He couldn't be like that all his life. 

Around nine, Brian stood up from his chair and declared that he was going to bed, as his headache was 
unbearable. He kissed Anna and greeted Janet. 


"Don't force yourself to go home now, Jan. You can stay for the night" he said. "You know, taxis hate this part 
of Hartfield" 

"Why thank you, but | don't want to bother anyone." 

"You're not bothering at alll Plus, we have six bedrooms, it's not a problem." 


"Please, stay!" 


Anna was looking at her friend with puppy eyes while smiling a bit. Janet accepted and greeted Brian in return. 
He waved at them before going inside, slowly reaching the bedroom. Once he was in, he removed his favourite 
pullover and his trousers. He let his tired body fall onto the bed, but his head hit something. The inhaler. 
Swearing, he grimaced and threw it across the dark room before dragging himself up to the pillows. He buried 
himself under the purple sheets, trying to get some sleep. But the time was flying, and he was still awake. In 
spite of the darkness, he could see the shape of Anna's shoes on the floor, at the opposite of his side of the 
bed. He could not help but think about the pockets. He removed the blanket and silently reached the shoes; he 
randomly pulled a pocket out of one of them. He palpated it and there was no doubt. Cocaine. He stretched his 
neck to look through the window. Anna and Janet had gone back to the pool and lit up the lamps. He got out of 
the room and reached the bathroom. He switched on the light and found himself blinded by it. As soon as he 
could see something, he stepped forward to the mirror. He placed his hands on the edges of the sink He looked 
at his reflection Damn, he still looked like he was thirty-seven. He opened the pocket and touched the powder. 
He smelled it, just to know if it had a particular smell. He immediately stopped and brutally threw the plastic 
bag in the sink He emptied it in the sink, using some water to help him getting rid of the cocaine. Without any 
regret, he watched the white powder sink and disappear. He threw the bag in the basket at his feet. He 
reached the mural closet that he opened, and took a soporific in his hand. He swallowed it and got back to the 
bedroom upstairs. He lied down on his bed and covered his body with the purple sheet. Even though this 
soporific brand took a long time to be effective, all he had to do was wait. 

The sound of quick footsteps interpellated him. Anna appeared at the door; she was panicked and her hair was 


a mess. 


"Brian?" she whispered. 
"What's going on?" he replied in a normal voice. 
"F. Frank's downstairs. He says he wants to see you. | told him to leave but he just doesn't want to go!" 


"Calm down, honey. I'm coming." 


He stood up once again and only put his trousers on. He kissed Anna's forehead to reassure her and went 
downstairs, followed by his girlfriend. She showed him where Frank was and he followed her. Frank was sitting 


on Brian chair at the table on the terrace, next to Janet who was quite scared. Obviously, Frank was high. 


"Frank, please, go away from here." 

"Why, Brian? You told me to enjoy life this morning and that's what I'm doing!" 

"Its not the right moment to come. Now just leave." 

"You can do whatever you want, | won't leave unless someone serves me a glass of good wine.” 


"Anna, give him a glass of wine. | promise he'll leave right after it." 


She nodded and ran to the kitchen. She caught a clean glass and went back to the terrace, pouring white wine 
in it. She handed it to Frank, who took it without looking at her and saying ‘thank you'. He drank a bit and 
turned to Brian. 


"We must have a serious conversation, Brian" 
"What do you want?" 


"Can we have a private conversation?" 


Brian gazed at Anna and Janet and nodded, forcing Frank to stand up. He brought him to the deck chairs next 
to the pool and they sat on them. Frank was still holding his glass. 


"They are going to do a huge gig in London." 

"Who?" 

"Your band. In Hyde Park. In three days." 

"Don't tell me you came here while | was half asleep to bother me with that shit!" 
"They replaced you, Brian" 


Brian looked down and added in a trembling voice: 


"| know." 

"Mick Taylor. Thats his name. He's still a kid" 

"| don't fucking care. They won't last." 

"What do you mean?" 

"It was | who founded them! | was the leader! Without me, they won't last" 

"You're not the belly button of the world, Brian, you're nothing but its fucking arsehole! Believe me, they will 
last. Everybody was happy that you left!" 


Brian grumbled and started to bite his thumb nail 


"They kicked me out and they wanted me to declare to the press that | was leaving because of ‘divergent 
musical tastes'! My ass!" 

"It wasn't Mick, Keith, Bill or Charlie's idea." 

"Who else, then?" 


"It can only be your manager." 


Brian sighed. Frank kindly put his hand on his shoulder before drinking his whole glass of wine. He noticed that 


on the table between them, there was a bottle of beer, not even open. He took it and handed it to his former 
boss. 


"Drink, Brian. Drink." 


Brian obeyed. He drank almost the half of the bottle in one shot. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 
He could feel that he was sleepy. The soporific started to be effective. 

"| should change." 

"Yes, you should, Brian. You're twenty-seven, for God's sake!" 


Brian emptied his bottle of beer. 


"Now that you had your glass, Frank, go home." 
"You really thought it would be that easy to get rid of me?" 
| beg you, Frank!" 


At the same time, Janet and Anna appeared between two cherry trees, holding towels. They stopped walking 
and got undressed. Janet let her small dress slip down her legs. She removed her shoes and entered the pool 


carefully. Frank and Brian were staring at them. Anna turned to Frank and said sharply: 


"We wanted to have a midnight bath. We won't change our plans because of you, Thorogood. You'd better 
leave." 

| have one more reason to stay!" he laughed. "Come on, Brian, let's swim!" 

"Promise me you'll leave right after this swim!" 


"This time, | promise." 


Brian looked at him skeptically and shook his head. He put his empty bottle on the deck chair. He stood up and 
reached the entrance of the pool. He removed his trousers; he was not only wearing his blue underpants. He 
jumped in the turquoise water of the pool. Janet giggled and clenched her fist on the border of the pool. Anna 
was less amused: she didn't want to see Frank in her pool. She was mad at Brian. He wasn't even able to make 
himself heard! 

Frank undressed and jumped in the pool like Brian He found himself face to face with Brian who had removed 
his blonde hair from his hair, trying to blow the water he had in the nose. When their eyes crossed, they 
immediately bursted out laughing and playing like children. As if Brian was twenty years younger, this time. 
Frank went to Janet, took her hand and dragged her in the middle of the pool. She panicked and scream. Brian 
took her to the border again. 


"I CAN'T SWIM!" she yelled. 


"Sorry, | couldn't know!" 
She got out of the water and wrapped a towel around her. She turned to Anna. 


"Don't you want to swim?" 


"l'm just careful. | don't want to enter the water abruptly.’ 
| see. Do you mind if | use your restroom?" 
"No, no, you can. Do you know where they are?" 


"Yes, | saw them when | arrived. Thanks." 


She dried her small feet and ran to the farm. Brian came to Anna and opened his arms. She pressed her body 
against her lover's and let him drag her in the pool. They smiled at each other. Brian kissed his gorgeous 
Swedish girl tenderly. They kissed for a long time, as if Frank wasn't there. Suddenly, they could hear Janet 
shout. 


"ANNA! THERE'S A PHONE CALL FOR YOU!" 


Anna kissed Brian many times before getting out of the water. She quickly dried herself with a towel before 
putting on a large t-shirt. She ran to the house, without putting her shoes on. Janet arrived at the same time. 
"Who's calling?" Brian asked. 


"Her mother." 


He nodded. Frank drew his attention on him by swimming around him so they could play like children again. Yet, 


Janet noticed the strange expression on Brian's face. 


"Brian? What's wrong?" 
"| guess my lungs need some fresh air. Could you get my inhaler for me, please? It's in the living-room." 


"Of course. You'd better get out." 


She immediately ran to the farm. She reached the living-room and searched for Brian's inhaler. It was not on 
the shelf. It was not on the table. It was not in the closets. Where was it? 

Brian couldn't breathe. He felt like something was crushing his lungs. Suffocating. He was suffocating. He was 

trying to relax but the effects of the soporific waere getting stronger and stronger. He was still in the pool 


and Frank was still swimming around him like a shark around a fish. 


"Please, stop, Frank. | don't feel good at all." 


| don't care." 
Brian gave him a furious look 


"I told you to stop, F.. Frank!" 
"You know what? You're a fucking arsehole, Jones." 


"What?" 


Brian did not have the time to realise what happened. He did not have the time either to take a breath before 
Frank jumped on him and pushed his head underwater. Brian was struggling to escape from Frank's strength 
and breathe, but he was way too weak. He could clearly feel the effects of the soporific invading him now. The 
pressure on his head suddenly disappeared. He put his head out of the water, coughing, and suffocating even 


more. With widened eyes, he turned to Frank. 
"Wha.. What the.. What the f.. fuck.. is wrong... wi.. with you?!" 


Frank's hand hit Brian's blonde head and pushed him underwater once again. This time, he used even more 
strength to keep him like that. Brian moved desperately. His lungs were completely empty. He was trying to 
scream, but not a single sound came out of his mouth. He was swallowing water more than anything. His 
aggressor gave him a violent blow on the head with his fist, which knocked him out slightly. He pushed on his 
hands and Brian sank. He could not move, even a bit. The only thing he could feel was his stomach touching the 
bottom of the pool. He was not dead. But he was so weak! 

Janet shook desperately the zebra blanket with panic. Something hit the floor. At last! It was the inhaler! She 
picked it up and rushed out of the living-room, crossing the terrace and running until she reached the 
swimming-pool. "Frank must be taking care of him, | wish | didn't take too long!" When she arrived next to the 
pool, her eyes wandered. Where were they? Where was Frank? Where was Brian? She stepped forward and 
then she saw him, lying upside down at the bottom of the pool. She screamed in terror and let the inhaler 
escape from her hand; it fell on the tiles and broke down. She was shouting Brian's name, shaking her hand in 
the water to see if he would react to it. But he wouldn't move. She entered the water without any hesitation 
She forgot that she couldn't swim! She tried to dive but she swallowed water instead. She was still calling him, 
but no reply. Panicked and in tears, she yelled Anna's name who heard her from the house. She was running to 
the pool. 

"What's going on here?" 

"Its Brian! It's Brian!" 


Anna took a look at the swimming-pool and saw him. Her eyes widened, but without any hesitation, she jumped 
in the water and swimmed until she could reach Brian. 

Why wasn't he dead yet? His lungs had been out of oxygen for a long time now and his strength had left him. 
How could he still be alive? He could hear terrible noises up there. He would like to move and scream "I am still 
live, don't worry, | am still alive!" Someone was calling his name. Someone was screaming his name. Someone 
was crying his name. Someone could still cry for him. He did not know why, but he felt loved and rejected at 
the same time; loved by the person who was calling him, rejected by Frank. Why was he still alive? Where was 
Frank? Images of his whole life were passing through his mind. The day Valerie Corbett became pregnant 
whereas she was only fourteen and he was sixteen. The day his parents gave him his first guitar for his 
seventeenth birthday. The day he left Cheltenham. The day he played his first concerts in blues clubs in 
London. The day he met Keith and Mick The days spent with Mick, Keith and Jean. The day he decided to 
create a band. The day he met lan Stewart. The day he randomly found the name ‘The Rolling Stones’ in a 
phone box. The day he met Bill and Charlie. Their concerts. The day he met Anita The day he worked with 
Jimmy Page. The day they went to Morocco with Keith and Mick. The day he was ill and had to stay in a 
hospital in France for a few days. The day he fought in a more violent way with Anita. The day Anita left him 
for Keith. The day the band left him alone in Morocco without a single note. The days he fell asleep during the 
sessions. The day he went to Monterey with Nico. The day he met Suki. The day he moved to Cotchford. The 
day he met Anna. The day Mick, Keith and Charlie kicked him out of the band. The days nothing mattered. The 
moments of doubt and frustration The moments of sorrow and pain. And now, the last moment. Everything hit 


him like a cannonball. The water began to shake a bit, strangely comforting him. No, he shouldn't close his eyes. 


No, don't close your eyes, Brian. Don't. Stay awake. Stay alive. He saw Anna swimming toward him. She grabbed 
his arm, and then, the freefall, the black hole, nothingness. 


